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Fun Week by Week. 
By THE PARTY ON THE Spor, 


Wednesday.—Hottest day of the year up to now, and don’t see 
how it’s going to be hotter. Temperance Day at the Crystal Palace. 
My goodness! The very idea gives me a raging thirst! Too hot 
for me at Bisley in flannels and a strawyard. Came back to the 
Buckingham Palace Garden Party. Didn’t feel much cooler in 
top hat, frock coat, and dittoes, though Her Most Gracious 
looked most cool and comfortable. H.M.S. Conqueror got too lazy 
to work, and ran aground for a rest. Heard of a chap ten weeks in 
prison awaiting trial, and when tried found ‘‘ Not guilty!” Well— 
nice and cool in prison, I daresay, but pretty state of the law or 
Judge’s ideas of right—who is going to give that chap his ten 
weeks back? In the cool of the evening (which wasn’t so very hot) 
dined with the new C.I.V. contingent just off to the cooler climate 


of Africa. 
‘6GOD SPEED AND SAFE RETURN.”’ 


Oh, if you please, the C.I.V.’s 
Have fought themselves to favour, 
No doubt ‘ the lave ”’ are just as brave, 
But none of them are braver ; 
Another troop have joined the group 
Of lordling, clerk, and yeoman, 
They’ve got their lead, they’ve had their feed, 
And off to fight the foeman. 


Thursday.—Got the Khedive settled at Divonne les Baines 
all right. Hope he isn’t going to settle down into a malade 
imaginaire, but seems a bit anxious about his health. Sorry. 
Spent the afternoon among Mr. Arthur Hughes’ pictures. They 
range from the past up to date, and—lor’, the years they call back! 
Spared time for a look at the Poor Law Schools Exhibition at 
Westminster Town Hall and Church House, helping the Duke of 
York to open the same. Heard the Margate train had broken out 
with an accident in the same place it had one in 1884. Really 
ought to see a doctor. Dined at the club, and finished up with first 
appearance of La Tosca at Covent Garden. 


Friday.—Ran down to the Alexandra Park, and saw things fairly 
started for the big “‘ Christian Endeavour’ Camp Meeting. Good 
time among the tents, I should say—just the weather for a camp. 
Round by Buccleigh House for the Royal Cambridge Asylum 
Garden Party, down to Bisley for the finish of the Elcho Shield 
competition—the Irish men got it—said ‘‘ Hurroo!’’ and got back for 
the Eton and Harrow match. 


Saturday.—Eton and Harrow match finished—rattling good 
finish—Harrow by one wicket, after a game and brilliant up-and- 
down struggle. 
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HOW'S THAT! 


[ felt that, in sooth, I recaptured my youth 
Of merriment, muscle, and marrow, 

In watching the cricket (and what a fast wicket ! ) 
As played by the Eton and Harrow. 

Oh, Cookson and Kaye made a noble display, 
As likewise did Tod and Dalmeny, 

While the death-dealing style of the artful Carlisle 
Was as brave an excitement as any. 


Went over and had a look at the French national fétes—went off 
without any serious display of political idiocy, and looked very 
pretty at Longchamps. Went down to Windsor and helped Her 
Most Gracious with a private investiture, and assisted Her Royal 
Highness the Princess to say good-bye to the Queen’s nurses going 
to the front. Dined with French national féters. Heard that 
the Birmingham ‘long pull” is to be abolished. Dear! dear! 
Such thirsty weather, too! 
NO OVERDRAUGHTS. 
Oh, the toper of Birmingham's giving a wail 
(Though he says as his cup isn’t full!), 
For they say, when he calls for his noggin of ale, 
No longer he’ll get the ‘long pull”’; 
For pints in quart pots was the custom so qu’int, 
It’s gone, and, in spite of regret, 
When the toper he ups and he calls for his pint, 
Why, a pint is as much as he’ll get! 


Monday.—Helped the Duke of York open the Islington Infirmary 
this afternoon. Dined with Mr. Henderson (late Mayor of Kim- 
berley) and others at the Métropdle, and saw Faust at Windsor 
Castle along with Her Most Gracious. 


Tuesday.—The M.C.C. have given us (Press) back our seats in 
the Grand Stand at Lords, where we can see things. Well, least 
said soonest mended, and let bygones be bygones. Went down to 
Bisley to see the first stage of the Queen’s. Saw the always pretty 
children’s féte at the Botanic, Regent’s Park, and got over to 
Lord’s in time to congratulate Foster (if he’ll allow me to call him 
so) on getting his double ‘‘ century.” Heard some things about 
that cheerful organisation (or dis organisation) the War Office and 
Rifle Clubs. 

‘* POUR ENCOURAGER,” ETC. 
A rifleman’s club you may easily start, 
All that is needful to do 
Is just for your Mausers or muskets to “ part,” 
And pay for your cartridges, too ; 
Look out for a target and ground (don’t be lax), 
And when you have got into swing, 
The “ Office” will put on a nice little tax— 
Just to encourage the thing! THE SPOTTER. 
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. Noricze.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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“The Mystic Number Seven.” 


of this new el, by Annabel Gray, leaves us in 
' incomprehensibility, after perusal, as to what such 
at 4) to do with the matter, It is possible for a man to 
mistake } ister-in-law for his wife, but hardly so for the length of 
time we are invited to beli such a deception is kept up, and we 
are left in the dark as to whether this man ever discovers the true 
relationship. The other side of the question is, would a woman, 
and one of position, take to such a part? Surely some of her friends 
would know she was not the man’s wife, and talk accordingly. Itisa 
condition of improbabilities. The essential theme of the novel consists 
ofa narrative of Glen Daile and Sidney Marple—a man and a woman 
Wholly delivered over to the indulgence of lust and rapacity, a 
couple of horrid creatures with beautiful exteriors and the basest of 
evil minds —earthly, sensual, devilish. The violent deaths of these 
two are only to be expec te lor those who like this sort of read- 
ing, plenty of excitement is to be derived from this novel, but we 
cannot commend its perusal to anyone possessing elegant and re- 
fined literary tastes. 


HOLIDAY ATTRACTIONS. 
4. The Golf -links draw 





‘And My Meaning is Plain!” 


1 BALLAD ¢ Ii WAYS THAT ARE DARK, 
Wii yme of Bret Harte 
i J ng gets ! 
We ] led o’er that smart 
[) tion of Bret's 
That “the Heat) C] Is peculiar ”’ 
But h uj edge it now sets ! 
The Celestial troops 


ive and town, 
ping the whoops 
1“ Harmony” clown— 
| trance, and Bull, Nick, and William, 
'] » played it a trifle low down ! 
¢ Celestial Press 
iy its wire-pullers wise 
dight in the dress 
Of the Father of Lies :— 
their P’s and their Q’s they are minding, 
in a way we deplore, yet despise ! 


And it’s patent to us 
(While the Pig-Tails diffuse 
Many falsehoods, and thus 
Watch their P’s and their Q’s) 
That “ the Heathen Chinee is P.Q.-LIAR”’ 
In a sense which Bret Harte didn’t use! 


J Others 
reser the quiet 
Of home 


=== ; 
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The New Australian Nation. 


WHILE yet the blush of Twentieth Century's dawn 
Doth glow, Australia proudly takes her place 

Within the noted sphere of nations grand ; 
Endow’d with birthright free of British race. 


Our Sovereign Lady with far-reaching thought, i 
To this new nation gives a linking chain, 

She signs this deed of wide historic force ; 
Perhaps the most important of her reign. 


She gracefully presents the table, chair, 

And pen with which she signed the “ Mighty Act,” 
To her now federated Austral sons; 

First link Imperial, an accomplished fact. 


Her Loyal Canada wnited firm, 4 
While more than thirty years were passing by; 
All parties in this vast Dominion now 
Rejoice at their Imperial binding tie. 


Australian fervour truly knows no wane ; 
The frenzied crowds still féte to hearts content 
Their troopers from South Afric’s battlefields, 
The Five States joining in a glad content. 


In Sydney for the Patriotic Fund 
A demonstration marvellous took place, 

At thrilling war news proud and jubilant, 
Enthusiastic crowds fill’d Racecourse space. 


In one grand pean thousands raise their voice— 
A well remember’d, most impressive seene— 
In our soul-stirring, glorious British Hymn, 
‘‘ Look down Almighty God and save the Queen!” 
J. H, OAKLEY. 


——— 





——<——— 





A Harrowing Parody. 


[At the recent Harrow v. Eton cricket match held at Lords, 
Harrow were victorious by one wicket. Cookson, the Harrow 
captain, made 88 runs in the first innings and 19 in the second. 
This, combined with the dazzling array of beauty present at the 
match, and the excellent lunch provided, caused our lugubrious 
laureate to perpetrate the following ‘‘ Harrow "ing parody :—] 


Cookson, duke’s son, son of a belted earl, 

Fifty hundred lookers on, and Harrow is feeling gay, 

These are the boys we are looking to keep up our country’s name, 
Not only can they work, but they can play, play, play. 


(Fullest apologies to Mr. Kipling, the D y M- 1, the man in 
the street, and the readers of Fon. | ALFRED LIVETT. 
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Humble Heroes. 

[At the suggestion of Mr. G. F. 
Watts, R.A. (who has also defrayed the 
cost), a cloister has been erected in 
“Postmen’s Park,” Aldersgate Street, 
for the purpose of commemorating deeds 
of heroism performed by men and 
women in humble life. } 





WHEN the word to charge rings loud 
above 
The shriek of the bursting shell, 
Full well we know in heroic deeds 
Our soldier lads excel ; 
Be theirs the praigg!—but remember 
Peace 
Her heroes hath as well! 


These never see, when the charge is 


| 
u ne, 





The vanquished foe recoil ; 
They never share for the deeds they 
dare 
In the conqueror’s glorious spoil ; 
Their fight is fought and their deeds are 
wrought 
In the sordid hives of Toil ! 


Go, search the dark and the cheerless 
mine 
For this hero in humble guise! 
* When the miner’s feel the explosi2n’s 
shock, 
And the noxious vapours rise, 
He rushes back through the stifling 
fumes, 
And, to save a comrade, dies ! 


Again, when the frenzied cry of “ Fire!”’ 
tings loud on the startled street, 


—_ ae 


With a Viking’s valour the fireman 
fights 
"Mid the smoke and the blinding heat, 
And gives his life for another’s life, 
With the flames for his winding-sh@et! 


When the swift express to a swifter doom 
Is hurled through a pointsman’s slip, 
Here’s a driver who stands at his perilous 

post, 
As a captain stands by his ship, 
Facing his death with a courage stern, 
Stout heart, and a firm-set lip! 


Such are the heroes of humble life, 
Unknown to the scroll of Fame, ; 
Whose myriad tongues are exceedingly 





loud 
With many a lesser name: 
3ut this cloister set in the City’s heart 


Shall their death] deeds acclaim ! 
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When each one has his place assigned 
We’re certain to agree. 

I know our way is dark and dim, 
Against us wind and weather ; 

But still I quite agree with him, 

That, if we’ve really got to swim, 
We all should swim together! 


GERMANY :— 


I think that what you say is wise— 
By love of Peace dictated— 

And really I could not advise 
On action isolated. 

I cried for vengeance, but my cry 
Has fallen rather flat— 

In fact, ’twas really all my “I” 

p And rhetoric at that! 

WifrTSS I wept, I raved, I tore my clo’es, 

if Mfr \\ | I congieall my teeth and hissed— 

My 














yj But then I also tapped my nose, 

/)}) | Though with a mailed fist. 

WO \\\ | I swore my cup of wrath was full, 

\\\\}) | My blood began to boil— 

But I grew cold—to think that Bul! 
Might want to share the spoil. 

No, no, in spite of all my cries, 
That China was but delf— 

I’d rather none should win the prize 
Than lose the prize myself. 

I know I threatened vengeance grim. 
I know too long I waited— 

But now I’m quite prepared to ‘‘ trim,” 

For with you all I mean to swim, 
I won’t swim isolated. 


JOHN BULL :— 


“is Come, come, my friends, this jealous 
scheme, 
So brazenly asserted— 
Pin | ; , | But make a weak and idle dream, 
Wiad ) ||| \e Of our attack concerted. 
ph / az ~ | Come, let us swim as best we can, 
A ee We need no handicap— 


f 

{ 

Mt Lhe 
AR / she, , hh 
yn ‘ a. Come, come, my friends, let’s play ‘he 


Y XI em MTT tT cae 
| | man, 
Ry # \\ bas: | Before this little Jap. 
{\ . | | For, while we stand and quarrel here, 
, “ q 
9 f A d 








7 He’s bravely striking out— 
While we’re delayed by doubt and fear, 
He scorns unworthy doubt. 

He swims ahead, and come what may, 
an Se THE WAY THEY TALK NOW, He reckons not the cost— 

Pedes: rian.—‘‘ Meet many nice people the other night at De Smythe’s ‘at home’ ?” And shall we carelessly delay 

Cyclist. a No; a few old ordinarys, that’s all.” Till even honour’s lost ? 

P. ‘Wasn't Charley Highflier there ?” No, no! It surely is not meet, 

C.—* Yes, but he’s too much of a scorcher for me, geared up too high, dear; and as To leave this to Japan ! 
for the others—a shocking lot of old crocks!” Remember how we played with Crete, 
Upon the ‘‘ Concert ”’ play. 


— 


= Is this a time to “ rat” and “trim,” 
All in the Swim! I know our prospect’s rather grim— # becca tre a age a 
ees That angry looms the weather ! For th ‘him 3 deaae v aa ng 
SSIA: but, like my ‘ brother Boer,” I’m slim ; Br pied gg 

| No matter if we sink or swim, Aad YOR con ee ee 
We'll do the thing together ! cen 


-— _ 


My friends, if we're to have a swim, 
In spite of wind and weather, 
It is my Pan-Sclavonic whim | FRANCE; 


Th t fe sno Cee oge ‘ p - . ; . 
at we should keep together! My friend is right! But right or wrong Society’s Latest Craze. 


There's life to save? Of course—I know— | . 
Sus comtions I's: nes donee} It matters little whether [To possess a poodle ‘with the owner's 








And you may save a life or so, | Our Iriendabip’s going very strong, monogram neatly clip in curly hair 


We, therefo j ; 7 
But nobal ty expences. Ve, re, swim together ! is the very latest fad for fashionable 
So “neck and neck" we'll skim the ” i eee poe = wae] : | 


wave, ? 
The slow shall guide the auick | But still together let us keep ; Ir must be a difficult task 
With sii ran din tid gvane F Let all be fair = ponds, F T oe you won ; ' 
For “ gently does the trick"! , or easy-going i shall vote; 0 clip letters on dogs is no 
I might be slow while you were swift, ty ald out Game edl aadle float \ ee ae 


But I’m too keen and cute ; 
And I'll allow no angry rift With no unseemly fuss. 


To jeopardise my lost? | With languid strokes we’ll creep along A Trait i 
_T se my loot: | 7 sang jr , rait in Her Character. 
No, ho, my friends, you stick to me ene Sew the wane will sltp— 

And I will stick to you ae, | For we shall be a merry throng, Mistress. — ‘‘ Cook, where are the 
roy seorted Seimony. — quite enjoy the trip. entrées ?”’ 

. ) ana 7 none before and none behind, Facetious Cook. — “On trays in the 

ike brethren we shall be, kitchen, mum ?”’ 
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ALL 
TURNS! 


JAP’S NEARLY THERE!” 


IN THE SWIM! 


JOHN BULL.—“IF WE ARE TO SWIM IN COMPANY TO THE PEKIN BUOY, LET’S START BEFORE THE TIDE 


(For Cartoon Verses, tee page 28.) 











ane oem 


ce ee 


— 


a * 
ah ae 


Sh PR te 


ope 





———__ 








30 


The “Fun” Club. 
SIXTH MEETING. 


It was an extra-special night at the Club, and, as it was quite 
understood that only those people who thoroughly understood 
Foreign Affairs or Military matters were to be admitted, the rooms 
were, if possible, more crowded than ever. Everybody was there. 
Lord Lansdowne came early, and when the doorkeeper refused to 
admit him (on Military grounds), the irate Minister declared that 
among Foreign Affairers he was generally considered ‘ one of the 
best.’ The doorkeeper expressed a strong doubt (too strong to be 
printed in a respectable family journal), but gave his Lordship the 
benefit of it, and admitted him, with a muttered but derisive protest. 
Lord Salisbury, seeing that even a Marquis might be rejected, talked 
very kindly to the doorkeeper, and even went so far as to ask 
after his family. The Prime Minister then explained that Foreign 
Affairs were just the things he did understand; but the 
virtuous janitor, who has no family and is above flattery, 
merely put his finger to his nose and said that his ‘‘ orders were 
very strict.’ The head of the Cecils was turning reluctantly away, 
feeling in his waistcoat pocket, when the Club Cerberus whispered 
that if his Lordship liked to come in as a Military Authority, he 
might perhapsbe able to stretch a point—“ Thank you, my lord!” 

rm evening, don’t it?’’ Mr. Leonard Courtney mentioned 


that he knew quite as much about “ Foreign Affairs’ as about 
| Matters,’ and as this was unquestionably true, so long 

m iostions were asked, the janitor allowed him to pass with a 
caution. The General Public, who dropped in with the Man In 
Phi et, said they knew more about military matters than all 
the ¢ ils who were ever kopped on the kop, and left (the hall- 
porter staring at them in amazement) without a visible stain 
th characters. \ll the Foreign Ambassadors came, 
especiall the gentleman from China, whose’ smile was 
very childlike and bland, and who had just received a wire to 
say so, purporting to be from the Emperor of China, which he 


kindly translated for the benefit of the credulous ; Mr. Brodrick’s 
contemptuous sniff when he had finished reading it evidently came 
as an unpleasant surprise. All the Editors of all the Papers were 
present, attended by their Leader Writers, Paragraphists, Police 
Reporters, Head-Line Artists and Advertisement Canvassers, and 
they all discussed Crises with unblushing and contradictory fluency. 
It may be mentioned that the Editor of a (Comic ?) Contemporary 
came disguised as a Jester, and was very annoyed when no one 


recogni ed him. The entire House of Commons was present, and 
discus ed the state of affairs and the affairs of the State to it’s 
heart content, and the delight of its hear-hearers. Fux 


hi ra ured the Russian Ambassador by taking him aside, and to 
task, with humorou urbanity, In the course of the evening on 
a A = Fos : : ’ : j é ©) 
referring to the mental thermometer, it was found that the heat of 
debate was 1,900, very much in the shade. Strong men fainted 
« ’ 


but ; an hear ig that the st neest Man present came out strongly 
weekly, they were not much ashamed of it, and on recovering joined 
more he artily than ey the general conversation. sci 
iW ’ | - heard to say, ‘‘I was never more 
sur] ney , re 114 uld have knocked me down with a 
ae :'s ve - \ nu ndeed. So sudden, wasn't it?” 
4 ve lad a good n irprises since you've been in office 
laven't vou asked Lord ebery with an it e 
sh oli donee ' { inocent smile, 
ell, now you speak of it,” said the Pri ini 
' st ime } ster, ‘ ay 
Pligg ccdbcaye ta ecb? | | 1€ Minister, I have 
fte ' ston lt cared to confess. But this 
China business, really, sprun nus, as one y say, Wi . 
iS, &@S one may say, without a 


word of warning: really. vou know!’ 

round for syinpathy. , 
a es  Peaceg L pre os oe murmured the Poet Laureate 
{ yY, ado You Know, that there is more in ] Sj 2G ; 
meets the eve, I do, indeed ae — mnstnens than 
. + : trust not,” said the Man at the Helm : “TI devoutly trust not 
in vou don’t suggest that there is any hitch in the Concert ? 
ve kept my eye on that Concert. ; , : : 
lis ng be, Aga ae & more melodious—I mean 

u a c r S] ay ’ ’ 

; er superintended, never! ” 


m What the eve doe y : 
: f esn't see the heart doesn’ Ree Ch ail 
Rose bery ‘ ; art doe sn t griey e,’ said Lord 


and the speaker looked 


ai *\ E +P) +c . . : ’ . 
And when ignorance is bliss, wisdom is of the nature of a 


blister!" sai Pr ‘€ 
mist 3 7 ay Poet Laureate ; “ but even blisters are necessary 
SO} et n Es 4 "2A ’ . — ° 4 

| y the bye, I've written a little poem I should lik 
recite to you, I call it nea 


‘' BEAR AND FOR BEAR. 
eT " > a5 .< > 
lhe Russian Bear went out one day 
*, aa ’ 
\\ ith smile serenely sunny, 
Said he, ‘I think I know the way 
natch a little h \ : 
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That busy B, called Britain, may 
Industriously contrive 

To make a land that’s Flowery pay— 
But can she keep her hive?’ 


‘‘ So saying, Bruin reared his head, 

' And sniffed in high delight— 

‘On Chinese honey,’ so he said, 
‘I mean to sup to-night!’ 

At night he yelled and danced about, 
And cried—‘ Is this a jest? 

Or have I thrust a Christian snout 
Within a hornet’s nest ?’”’ 

“T think you are right, Austin, to-a certain extent,” said Mr, 
Swinburne. “To a certain extent, you know!”’ 

“Yes, I know!” said England’s darling, snappishly. 

“ Surely you don’t think that Russia has been acting in an underhand 
manner?” cried Lord Salisbury, turning to Mr. Swinburne. 

“T do, indeed,” murmured the last of the poets sadly. 

“Oh, say not so!” pleaded the Prime Minister; ‘“‘why the 
Russian Ambassador assured me—such a nice, civil-spoken man, 
too, you wouldn’t think that butter could possibly melt in his 
mouth ! ”’ 

“A pat on the head is worth two in the mouth—and such a 
mouth !” said Lord Rosebery. 

Well,” said Mr. Swinburne, “ I’ve turned out a couple of verses 
on the subject which, I think, throw a strong, almost a lime, light 
on the Far Eastern Question. -I call it :— 

‘“SOUR GRAPES, OR TARTAR AND TARTAR. 
“ Britain, duped, is looking silly, 
While the Russian host advances ; 
And is watching, willy-nilly, 
While the Bear on China dances. 
Russia—seeing Britain’s blindness— 
Cries: ‘ Avenge the Christian martyr ! ’ 
Skim such milk of human kindness, 
And the cream is cream of tartar ? 


‘ But if Britain should awaken 
From her diplomatic slumbers, 

Russia might be slightly shaken 
From her trust in savage numbers! 
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, bhe.—* Las’ night Jan kissed Sue when ’e said good night, an’ 
she did get that wild. Silly alls i ~ le thi 
like that: 4 eg en, ee I calls it, to fuss over a little thing 
ike that; don’t you (Hint taken.) 
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Britain clumsily finesses, 
And her plans are soon detected ! 
But with wrath she effervesces 
When it’s least to be expected ! ” 


«Then you think there is hope for us?” said Lord Salisbury. 
‘‘ While there’s life there’s hope!’’ muttered the poet, with an 
air of originality. 

‘‘ So there is!” said Burghley’s descendant, gratefully ; ‘‘so there 
is! But what a pity ‘ Bobs’ is busy!”’ 

“It is a pity!” said Mr. Kipling; ‘a great pity, but it can’t be 
helped. I did a rather neat bit of verse on the subject, entitled— 





‘a BULL. 


‘¢Qh, Bobs, himself is an Irish Bull, 
Though he isn’t a Boyle Roche dunce— 
Still, upon my word, he isn’t a bird 
To be in two lands at once. 
For Bobs is also a fine John Bull, 
And where he goes he’ll stop! 
And his hands are full, or he’d be the Bull 
To tackle the china shop.”’ 


‘‘So ue would!” said Lord Salisbury; ‘it’s very kind of you to 
mention it. Very kind! But I must go andask Chamberlain what 
he thinks, for, personally, I really don’t know what to think. My 
head’s going round like a terrestrial globe.”’ 

‘‘ Poor old Salisbury!’ cried Lord Rosebery; ‘‘he does have a 
time of it. What with China and what with Kruger——” 

‘‘ Bye the bye,”’ said Lewis Morris, ‘‘ did you read that account in 
the Standard of Kruger’s farewell speech to his Pretorian (Black) 
Guards ?” 

‘‘Same as usual, I suppose ?’’ said Lord Rosebery. 

‘‘More so,’’ replied the poet, ‘much more so! About an hour 
before he levanted with the Treasury Department he solemnly 
declared that he would ‘die at his post,’ ‘shed his heart’s blood,’ 
and ‘stick to his capital.’ A really humorous speech. I’ve made 
what I call ‘ A Slim-Paul Little Lay’ on the subject! ”’ 

‘‘ A what ?” cried Sir William Harcourt. 

“A Simple Little Lay,’ cried the poet, while yells ‘‘Shame!” 
‘Read it!’ “Kill him!” rent the air. When the hubbub had 
subsided the poet read as follows :— 


‘A SLIM-PAUL LITTLE LAY. 


“«¢ My heart’s blood,’ cried Kruger, ‘ I’ll cheerfully shed ! 
And with it I’ll paint all Pretoria red. 

Of my lion-like courage, I don’t want to boast, 

But, oh, I will willingly die at my post!’ 


‘‘By my capital I am determined to stand, 

With a text on my lips and a gun in my hand! 

And it’s here I’ve decided to fight my last fight— 
‘Though he fell,’ folks will say, ‘ he was always upright! ’ 


‘‘ Paul Kruger had spoken, and clapped on his hat, 

When he suddenly yelled : ‘ Holy Moses, who’s that?’ 
‘Who is that? Only “Bobs’’!’ a mere Uitlander said ; 
‘Is that all?’ murmured Paul, as he turned him and fled. 


‘‘ Said the Uitlander, then, to a Burgher he knew: 

‘ Here’s a nice state of things! Here’s a fine how-de-do! 

With his heart’s blood, he said, for his crimes he’d atone!’ 

‘Well, you can’t,’ cried the Burgher, ‘get blood from a 
stone!’ 


*** At his post, he declared, he would face Britain’s host!’ 

‘ Well, perhaps,’ said the Burgher, ‘ he’s catching the post!’ 
‘But his capital, sir, he averred he would hold!’ 

‘ Well, he’s drawn it all out,’ said the Burgher, ‘in gold!’ 


‘* And the Uitlander grieved, as a Uitlander would— 
But the Burgher considered the joke rather good. 
For the Transvaaler’s humour’s sardonic and grim, 
And a rascal is loved when the rascal is ‘ slim !’”’ 


‘“‘If theres anything I really hate,” said the Archhishop of 
Canterbury, “‘ it’s always to be talking of wars and rumours of wars. 
Give me peace ! ” 

* You could do with a little in the Church, couldn’t you ? ” said 
Mr. Hugh Price Hughes, with a sly smile. 

‘“* Yes,”’ muttered Lord Rosebery, ‘‘ there is still a crisis in the 
Church ! I knocked off a verse which describes the situation rather 
accurately. I call it— 

‘*OTIUM CUM DIGNITATE, 
‘Said the Church, ‘ Oh please, my doubts will you ease ? ’ 
‘H’m, yes!’ said the British Lion; 
‘The High Church is at ease in Rome, 
And the Low at ease in Zion.’”’ 


“Very neat,” said Mr. Kensit, ‘‘ but whatever is that?” as the 
sound of a strong man weeping was heard by everybody. 

“Hush!” said Mr. Chamberlain, entering on tiptoe;. ‘ hush, 
please go home quietly. Someone’s been deceiving Salisbury, and 
we're trying to get him to sleep.” 

So the company dispersed quietly and gave the police no trouble 
whatever. 








Chin Chin Chinaman. 
CHINAMAN-EE well-ee naught-ce 
Mak-ee much-ee fuss, 
Dam-ee all-ee foreigners, 
Don't-ee car-ee cuss. 
Catch-ee all from England, 
Germany and France, 
Cut-ee off-ee all-ee heads 
Whil-ee got-ee chance. 
CHORUS :— 
Chin Chin Chinaman, well-ee well-ee bad, 
Los-ee brain—caus-ee pain— 
Sur-ee gon-ee mad ; 
Get-ee gun—mak-ee run- 
Whit-ee man-ee pop— 
Chin Chin Chinaman, chop, chop, chop. 
Chinaman-ee much-ee chump-ee, 
Sure to catch-ee hot, 
Find-ee all-ee whit-ee men 
Well-ee stubborn lot ; 
Haven’t got-ee long to liv-ee, 
Ball-ee sill-ee chap, 
Whit-ee man-ee load-ee gun— 
3low-ee off-ee map. 
CHORUS :— 
Chin Chin Chinaman, much-ee, much-ee flat, 
Well-ee blind—have to mind 
What-ee gam-ee at ; 
Kaiser-man know-ee plan— 
Chinaman-ce pop— 
Chin Chin Chinaman, chop, chop, chop. 
JosepH KE. Ray. 
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O-don’t-o-logical. 
** Gladly I’d the notion scout, 


But do those pearly teeth take out?” 
Mapr oF ’ATH-HENS. 


Fair and lovely Angelina got pitched out of a merry-go-round, 
and smashed her front teeth. The incident passed, as her child- 
hood, when it happened, into oblivion with the assistance of the 
dentist. Angelina became renowned for her fascinating smile and 
her sparkling teeth, and many were the swains, coxcombs, and 
admirers allured by these charms. Upon the occasion 
of a Henley regatta, the delights and discomforts whereof 
were duly participated therein by Angelina, she was, if any- 
thing, additionally charming. Suddenly the Nemesis of 
change paid Angelina a visit. A drink she was sipping went the 
wrong way. This deglutetic catastrophe loosened the reparations 
of the dentist, which were celeritously ejected into the river. Poor 
Angelina shrieked, ‘‘ Oh, lor,my teeth!’’ Sympathisers suggested 
—toothache—and winced. Imagine their incredulous amazement 
when she turned her face to them, and switched on a smile. A 
cavernously depressing blackness horrified them. Four front 
teeth had vacated their sites. She was a sight. Again 
was the dentist’s power invoked, and the void filled. Subse- 
quently the local journal contained the announcement: ‘In 
the course of dragging the river a set of teeth was found.” This 
was brought to Angelina’s notice, who got a friend to apply to the 
finder, as she thought the set would do for aquatic excursions. This 
friend wrote fully explaining Angelina's accident, and requested 
the teeth should be forwarded to the owner. Presently an answer 
arrived informing the applicant that “the teeth dragged up were 
each two feet.long and one foot wide. They were in the local museum, 
and labelled: ‘Teeth of an antediluvian animal.’” Sic transit 
gloria dentium ! 

















Our Domestics. oe 


Winker.—"' What we ought to do is to send some of our ‘ generals’ 
to China.”’ 

Linker.—' What for ? ”’ 

Winker.—‘‘ Why, if anyone could smash china, they could !’, 
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By Mr. “ Fon’s” WasHerwomay, 























AuAs ! there is now no doubt that the | 
orful noos, wich we ’ave all dreaded t, 
ear, is only too troo. The yeller deyij 
‘ave bathed themselves in the bloog of 
men, wimmin, an’ children’ an’ the stain 
will ever rest on their foul bodies, By 
the hand of vengeance will swoop dowy 
on ’em with the power of Micht ay 
Right ; an’ = the friends know som, | 
of the agony they’ve inflicted on thejy 
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47 | pore victims! It seems to me that the 
| | Chinese, like the Boers, ’ave |ven pre. 
“7 paring’ for war for a long time ; but, as 
i usual, people ’ave been asleep! A fata] 
vy sleeip, indeed! An’ the Allies will now 
h ’ave to be very wide-awake, or we 
a shall ’ear more tales of  (rightfy 
massacurs. 


It appears that our Tommies i: South 
Africa are badly off for boots; it may 
not be their sole complaint, but it’s one 
‘ of ’em. Of corse, it’s the War Office 
ag \ wot ’as ‘‘ put it’s foot in it” agin by not @ 
seein’ that Tommy ’ad boots to put'iy @ 
feet in, that is to say, they wast pr. | 
pared in time. Tork about tho law’s 
delays, the law ain’t in it compzred to 
the War Office. Be 

Congresses are the order of the «ay an’ @ 
night. There’s goin’ to be a Bla:k one 
in London this week, an’ the natives are 
comin’ from all parts—Hayti, J*::aica, 
the United States, an’ South | frica, 
The ‘coloured gen’elmen”’ ain’: /ikely 
to be ‘‘off colour” as regards their :, -echi- 
fyin’, for they gin’rally ’as a goo. flow 
of langwidge, which is only 1. teral, 
konsiderin’ wot splendid teeth th: y can 
usually display. 


Wot was known as the ‘\l.ine” ~ 
dinner, in conneckshun with the © 
’orsepital ship of that name, re: ntly 
took place at the Savoy Hotel. 1+ wasa 
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| grand an’ patriotic affair, an’ p’r’a.s the 
df ‘ Maine feature of it was that ‘lady 


Randolph Churchill took the chair. 7 
By-the-bye, she is shortly goin’ to take 
a ‘usband, in the person of Mr. G. 
Cornwallis-West, who is much J.ady 
Randolph’s junior, but she is still 4 


: =a aro aoe beautiful woman. Arter the marriage 
3 OO PSS SS the “ ’appy couple ’’—as the papers ." | 
* wen often they’re a very un’appy couple 
THE FLOWERY SHAH. —-are going for a year’s tour round the 
‘Lucky is the child he meets in his walks. It usually means a beautiful flower, or, better world in the ’orsepital ship Maine § 
still, the small gold coin.” Bun voyage ! , 
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ANDERSON ’S 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF EVERY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


" » SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. | 

‘s »  GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 

= ‘ TAN GLOSS, or 

é » BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these 


two articles, in two min to weak: 
JAsk any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S §00ds, and be sure you get them. tam Rests neared 





S, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 








